i8o                MARY STUART.             ACT iv,

Hath her fair eyes put out, and walks now blind
Even by the pit's edge deathward, pardon me
If what you never should have seen be shown
By hands that rather would take fire in hand
Than lay in yours this writing.        \_Gwes her a letter.

Elizabeth.                             By this light,

Whatever be here, thou hadst done presumptuously,
And Walsingham thy principal, to keep
Aught from mine eyes that being to me designed
Might even with most offence enlighten them.
Here is her hand indeed -3 and she takes up [Reading.
In gracious wise enough the charge imposed
By promise on her and desire of ours,
How loth soe'er she be, regretfully
To bring such things in question of discourse,
Yet with no passion but sincerity,
As God shall witness her, declares to us
What our good lady of Shrewsbury said to her
Touching ourself in terms ensuing; whereto
Answering she chid this dame for such belief,
And reprehended for licentious tongue,
To speak so lewdly of us: which herself
Believes not, knowing the woman's natural heart
And evil will as then to usward.   Here
She writes no more than I would well believe
Of her as of the countess.   Ha 1

Daflison.                                   Your grace

Shall but defile and vex your eyes and heart
To read these villainies through.

Elizabeth.                      God's death, man! peace: